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CHAPTER XXII—Concluded.

v dil 80, and were agreeably surprised,
_tur the display of bis peculiarities, which he
" i made bafore them, to find how much pro-
il knowledge, shrewd sense, and practi-

wracity, he had. If his mind was de-

client, he could not at first tell‘:hy ;:} wushuqt
unlike the compassionate gentleness ol & p
cian towards o dmpanuf! sick patient.
found out why, one of the times he was le
alone with Mr. Broadstone; when he seized th
opportunity to ask him what he thought of h
case. He put the question with the mild gray
ity of an invalid, who would Ehladly live, but if
prepared 1o die; not that be thought, however,
of IE: ibility of the losg of life, but of life’s
m, liberty.

batter
Mr. Broadstone started, laoked at him, paused
in his walk, and then came up o him, aud took
a seat by his side. “ My son,” said he, iv a low
tone—"you'll éxcuse my calling you so; for |
have a poor boy who must be about your ags
and might have been mote like you, if he
heen brought up where you,were. Yo sarprise
me.  Tell me éxactly what you meant.” !
“1 meant,” said Hermau, eoloring with the

anond, it was certainly only on one side,

¢ the specimens which we Bave had of his
rs and eonversation, it is haedly neces
o say that he was u persceenf asnnst ex-

o t--uﬁ;u-ratrli_‘llt. and of much more senti-
i sensibility than clear and steady moral
. Too true-hearted to swim with the
e, too fitful and unstable to stem it, his life

{ e spent like that of a waterskipper, in
oW jumping spasmodically & little way up the

ot and then being horne pussively a little
way dewn by it.  Nature never meant him for

spiritual leader: but be was a most intelli-

1 and senerons, and might, under ordinary
circomstances, have been a much happier, and

awandly, at least, a better man.

1 ~';--.‘nt wuch time from this day with Her-
wan, interested apparently in himself as well
w i his cuusge, and attracted partly, perhaps,
¢ tipding in him both the frankuness, fairness,
irawee, and generosity, which he had, and the
Imness and elevation of mind, which he had
. United by the free-masonry of large and
tristic hoarts, they soon found themselves
& “gectional 7 matters and things
wiore freely with each other than either could
huve done with many of the citizens of his re-
tive In one of these conversations,
Hermun even ventured at last to repeat to Mr.
Broudstone Sam Taliaferro's singular commu-
pication in the wood. To his astonishment,
und wlmost horror, Mr. Broadstone rubbed his
working forehead, apparently as much with
perplexity as with anger, and at first wade no

i
¢

I
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liscussing

reply.

A Why!" cried Herman, “ Do you thiuk it
possible? Would such things be suffered, even
hera ?7

“ ¢ Suffered,” sir?" cried he, springing up.
“Du you know what you are talking about?
Do vou take us for fiends, sir, * even here?’ 1If
such a thing was known, do you suppose that
devil's house wouldn’t be pulled about hissears,
*even here,” just as quick as it would in Massa-
chusetis 7™

* 1 should think so, certainly.”

Browdstone, mallified, sank down again into

Liv sent and his cogitation, rubbing his fore-

bead, and muttering slowly between the rubs—
“I Ttwns known—there's the ruob, If 'twas
true, who could know it? And who could
wake it known?  Not you, not 1; for we don't
know 11, und we ean't afford lightly to run the

risk of lrlilltin',{ even the devil Llack® than he
is 1 and if we should, ‘twould only be taken for
Abolinon glander.
their own sake. He lives out of sight and
soriied, U meems that, of the negroes even,
this fellow was the sole spectator belonging to
Thie and ]d‘u]u:ﬂl'_\‘ he never dared to
stk of it autil, in the excitement of vour
common fizht, he let it out to you. Rid not
vou thisk he lied 77

“No.o | was convineed, [ mean, that he was
rom u very vivid impression lefl
but whether by fact or frenzy,

Not the actors in it, for

ill:["l':

peakinge |

Ujrrit Niia IIIIIl'lr.

effort, “ to ask bow good a chance you thoug
there was of my acqdittal?” A very
shadow came over B pe's face, like e
shadow of coming Fate. € poor young may
saw it, and was sufficiently answercd ;
turning very pale, he urged, “They can hav
searcely any satisfactory evidence against me—

scarcely any evidence at all, except, q:‘rh'aps,
that of St. Dominique's driver; and he is a
black. They cannot legally receive his testi-
mony." \

* 'l‘lw.y cannol receive itin court; nor can
they, according to man’'s law, act upon it; but
man's law does less than nothing in such a
case as this to keep it from acting upon them.
That blackguard—good, appropriate, generic
term for us slaveholders, by the way, ha, ha |—
St. Dominigue, was in this town this evening.
He was giving & treat in the public square as
I rode by, and set his negro up on a stump,
and made bim take turns him self making
speeches. 1 stopped and heard one of them.
"I'was getting so dark he didu’t notice me. He
had taught the fellow his/lesson ; and he re.
cited it trippingly enough—an account of the
whole affair, but of your fifst visit to Sam, prin-
cipally. I must say it dida’t tally remarkably
with that you gave me—nd plagiarism there—
perfectly original. Great! Jupiter, sir, if we
could have that sooty liar into court for cross-
examination, I would in five minutes take the
curl out of his very wonl. But there it is; St
Dominique was telling them from time to time
that he was a pious negro, whose word they
might take as soon as his own ; and they were
swallowing it all for gospel. From that audi-
ence your jurymen will probably be taken;
and if not, from persons who have communi-
cated with it. I shall do my best to have your
term the shortest possible; but pray God, my
poor boy, you may be sentenced to imprisou-
ment; i’ you are not,” said he, in & still lower
tone, * you must hold yourself prepared to ren-
der up your soul to Him through the hands of
amob! You are man enough to face the
worst ; and therefore {m: have & right to know
it ; and therefore I tell it you. If I could have
supposed you in iguorance of it, I would have
told you before, and given you a little more
time to make up yourmind. Life looks bright
at your age; but those don't suffer the most, I
| believe, who part with it earliest ; and a brave
man holds it in his hauds, at all times.”

He spoke with a kind of feeling firmness un-
usual in him. Herman pressed his hand grate-
fully, walked to the grated window, stood ga-
zing wistfully oul into the darkening night a
few moments, returned, aud said no more upon
the subject.

He spent the afternosu of the day before his
trial in writing long letters to Constance and
Clara; and in this occupation his brother,
stealthily glanciug at him over his newspaper,
could see that, from time to time, he was a good
dend wd. This over. however, he was so col-
lected and cheerful in conversation thrdughs
evening, and seemed so well content that. nt
nuy rate, their suspense was 50 soon to be at
au eud, that Edward could wnot believe he

frequently.* Now, it was notoriously manifest
that it was as much the interests of the
owner to treat his negro well as his ox ; and
self-evident that slaves were almost universally
kindly used, and happied far than their masters.

Disinterested fellows ! | Why don'! they make
them change places ?] |In those rare and ex-
ceYtionsl cases where they were not so, it was
palpably merely because severity had been
rendered imperative by the gratuitous interfer-
euce of the abolitionistd to prevent said severi-
ty ; wherefore humanity to the slave mp-
torily enjoined severity tpwards the abolitionist.

* Doubtful cases left undecided by the letter
of the law, it was obligatory to decide by the
spirit of the law. Now, larceny was san indict-
able offence. Sheep were property. 1f a man,
by exhibiting salt to so much as a tottling
lambkin, lured him away from the fostering
shelter of his mastér's fold, he was guilty of a
larceny, and punishable accordingly. Negroes
were property—very similar, indeed, to sheep,
in regard to their wool, though less so in respect
of their innocence, |(yet pe“inps more resem-
bling hogs with to their habits pnd&
petites, ) and—thongh slow and sluggish, too (1%
:fentl}-—partly, nojdoubt, in consequence of

¢ too lavish feeding which they enjoyed among
us—not inapprotpﬁ‘tely to be compared to the
flewt coursers of the race, by reason of théir
market value. Just s an individual, by extend-
ing the tempting saline particles to the silly
sheep, and enticing him away from his lawful
protectors to misery, want, or death, stole said
sheep, so had the individual before them, shrink-
ing before the univérsal eye of public condem-
nation riveted upon his unblushing front—by
holding out to the silly slave the deliusiw.- pros-
pects of the om for which he was most ut-
terly unfit, stolen said slave from the patriarchal
and paternal sway of his venerable master; and
the latter offence exceeded the former in its
heinousness, even as far as the value of even a
bondman exceeded the value of a sheep.

“ Nay, the offenice was one whose heinousness
was & theme for feeling rather than for argu-
ment. The moral sense of man—man in a
state of nsture, noble, chivalrous, unperverted
by fanatical sophistry or the malignity of see-
tional prejudice—branded it with one harmo-
nious voice as u crime of a deeper and darker
dye than any mere material theft! It was the
theft of a soul—from the slave's master in this
world, from the slave himself in the other! For
the sake or the hope of a little delusive transit-
ory earthly bliss, the besotted wretch was in-
duced to ﬂin$ from him forever the heavenly

lory of those faithflil servants who—like many,

trust, whom I see around me to day—obey the
blessed Apostle, who declared, * Servants, obey
your masters.” For a like offence, laid under
the ban alike of all the more enlightened States
and citizens of our Confederacy, had Dillingham
perished in his unrepentant sins in the peni.
tentiary of Tenunessee. For a like offence had
the felonious hand of Jonathan Walker smoked
and sputtered under the branding-iron of Flor-
iday laid on by a marshal of these%nited States,
a patriotic, loyal son of Maine. For a like of-
fence had Thompson, Work, and Burr, lan-
guished in the prison of Missouri, and Sayers
and Drayton for years in the jail of Washington,
under the shadow of the national egis, unul the
latter came forth ouly to drag a wretched exist-
ence, and to die by his own hand, overwhelmed
by & guilt too heavy for a weak intellect to bear,
accursed of God and wan!

“ As for the evidence which had been offer-
ed, [that of 8t. Dominique, and Noble’s two
compeers, given disereetly enough uuder the
sharp eye sud ear of Broadstone,] he was free
to leave it without one glozing word to the can-
did consideration of the enhghtened jury. It
mattered little how the prisoner h accom-
plished his evil purpose, for an evil purpose cau
L conrit o wvil ndiramont
| For the credit of the humanity which he dis-

aced, we would hope that he had not en-
E‘;amred—-as from the artless but too tardy

shared his own agonizing apprehensions of vio-
lence on the morrow, He was surprised n‘nd
unable to secount for it, when, on parting with

and uncoutrollable impulse, threw his arms
around his neck and kissed him,

CHAFTER XXIIL
The Knight's T'rial.

“ He hath resisted faw,

i wot, from my brief acquaintance with

i, )
“Wel
dujected, conjecturing tone, * 1 don’t know that
it wakes 5o much diYerence, after all. 1 didn't
think that anvhody was bold enough for that—
I won't say bad enough: for if our Father has
the lwart of u futher—such a heart n3 mine,
i, and He knows I'm no model—He'd, be-
vould all reckoning, rather men would abuse and
wanlt Him—who can defend himself, and will,
when He gets ready—than hurt His helpless
chilidren : and so 1 don’t know that blasphe-
= really any worse than cruelty?" e
d for an answer: but Herman was posed
the 1o him novel metaphysical or moral
tion brought up, and had none to pive.
o, w8 | was saying, I don't, after all,
now that it makes much difference whether
*L Dominigue actually erocitied one slave,
nerely got another one, by other barbari-
it such & state of torture, terror, and
tal wsounndness, as to make him l':l|lll!a:l3

'
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(
]

oving sach o thing. Would anv marks
wn the skeleton that was taken up—

it could be fpund 2™
‘ookally not,  Indeed, now that T've

Hocked you and myself by repeating this story,

P soery that 1 have done so, and half glad,
i =h: it sonnds to me, by day-light, so
utterty mnpossible,”

* Beenuse it's so atrocious 7 Well; keep that
tandard of judgment as a test while you can,
\ £ wman, It shows how little you know of
the dhevil, and is so far satisfuctory, ift no fur-
Hier,  Same people, who know him better than |
Yot do, or ever will, [ hope, would tell you that,
LI ssut quite true of him, as we are told it is
o Gaud, that * with him all things are possible,’
there™s ouly n pretty narrow rim of things that
ATEL T possible with him.  Queer things come
to lmwyers” enrs, sooner or latter.  St. Domi-
:.... 13 ot a native of this State, though, re-
bew e !

“Noreven a countryman of ours, I have been
2lud o hear”

" Nus nor long a resident, nor really well
kuown here ; so wuch Tl say for my neigh-

bors. He cun behave himself like a gentleman,

ddly does so when he's on his guard, and
piug to make himself popular. Before
s # New Englander nnd an Abolitionist, he

LT

iithink it so necessary to mind his p's
#od o' ; because he knew that, if you tried to
#et tum duto hot water, you'd only find yourself
uwr head and ears init.  The raw back and
{-I _-I-.'---i collar you saw, proved him no angel ;

St all that our equitable laws protect him
ety and, virtoally, io any other little ec-
tiimcities which he may choose to practice
vut b sight—aor out of white sight.  As to this
particular anecdote, 1 advise you never to re-
PEAL It again, for the credit of our country and
bimamty. It true, it must have bean the
ti:m.kt-n bravado of some delirious orgy—only
(1 tparallcled and frantic exception, even in
his evl lite, You'll never know the teuth or
f-\'--rhm.ui ofit. It could be known only through
® proper legal investigation; and a pmp&l‘lesbl:
r"-r'-l'.,_-':l!n_-n can’t be had, It never ¢an
il by any one—unless, in some foreign hos-
tlf:u‘lmu ¥ be—leagues away, or slave ship swel-
“il“"; along the line, oue of the miscreants,
.. Assisted, pants it out with his last breath
“u l1 be ear of some priest, sworn o secresy—
J:] the day when these remote plantations
;[-.; Five up their dead, and their dead secrels;
¥ thien, depend upon it, strange stories will
T T_u]-'l-——a{n ut others beside me, aud by others
r; 14 poor Bill1" concluded this unfortunate
&, whose remorse seemed to underlie his
¥ uther thought and feeling, and to make
: M.:1 . :‘:‘-Ir.l, hute, and scorn himself, almost as
et o lucarnation and representative of the
" 4UitGus system, which bad so fatally over-
mlun t his pesce and happiness on enrlz.
tin-l:,,- k'!|.11.. 9:‘_,‘].1 the re".l kinduess which, in
o 18t of his impetuosity, he showed to Her-
Aty there wus olien something in his manner

Vowards him, which tended to depress his young

EVer
ll-lu

. continued Broadstone, in the same

And therefore law shali seorn bim farther trid
Than the severity of public power "—Shakypeare

The trial came on. The jurors were chosen.
Eleven of them, under oath, confessed them-
selves prejudiced, but thought, notwithsianding,
| that they could decide according to evilence.
| They were challenged ; but the objection w
them was set aside because, as it was forcibly
| argued, other people were prejudiced, tov. In
| n shed, not far from the court-house, twenty
men, with blacked faces, ropes, and materisls
for putting up an impromptu gallows, awaitetl
the result of the process.

Edward stood at Herman's side. Mr. Broad-
| stone, in his coat-gf-arms, had ridden overoun
[ hired horse—his own having been found mys-
teriously lamed in his stall—and interposed
every possible obstacle at every stage of the
proceedings. From time to time, the spectators
hissed him; and he foamed at the mouth. Te-
bacco and its consequences abounded. The
jostling crowd, of the species that most doth
congregate at a horse race or n cock fight,
eddied to and fro, and alternately pushed and
fought for places nearest to the noble young
forms in the dock; as the Roman rulyus used
| to do, no doubt, some centuries ago, for posts of
| ubservation nearest to the edge of the arena,
| when certain eccentric religionists, patricians,
and others, were about to be thrown to wild
beasts. (What is the precise difference be-
tween these * Christians and those Pagaus?™)

Messrs. Broadstone and Hartgon, opposing
counsels, pitted against each other successively
all the heroes of antiquity whom they could
catch in their memories, Mr. Hartgon's chief
dependence was upon Leonidas—Herman be-
ing viewed in the light of an invading Persian,
coming with an army at his heels to take away
the rights and liberties of bondage. (Woe to
those whose “rights” are but wrongs agaiust
their fellows.) Mr. Broadstone's, upon Aris-
tides—because he was fond of justice, and that
was what Herman wanted. * The public,”
meanwhile, ofliciated as a Greek chorus. They
cheered Leonidas uproariously ; but Aristides
found little favor with them.

Having first in & manner exhausted litera-
ture and eloquence, the legal getlemun next
proceeded to law and logic. They had paired
off upon the facts immediately connected with
Herman's capture. Noble had vanished, leav-
ing word with old Juby, that he was goinﬁ to
one of the free States, to try to learn an hon-
est trade, and Le an honest man. In the ab-
sence of his evidence, the lawyers had there-
fore made this compromise: Hartgon agreed
not to accuse Herman of shooting the slave-
eatcher, on condition that Broadstone should
not put to the jury the improbability of a slave-
stealer’s tarrying in the very jaws of danger, to
nurse a slave-catcher.

However, Mr. Broadstone proved conclusive-
ly, to his clients and himself, that there was no
existing statute under which Herman could be
legully convicted, “ upou such evidence, or,
rather, utter absence of evidence, as the case
presented ; and that, if such statute was wanted
for the preservation of their property, he should
recommend first I.ryiuia little more corn-cake
and a little less cow-hide—[as he made this
suggestion, he chanced to eatch the cold sar-
donic eye of Squire St. Dominique, shook his
fist at him by an involuntary variation of his
violent and incessant gesticulation, and was
called 5 order by the judge ;] they must wait
for the next Legislature to pass it, and in the
mean time, of course, discharge the prisoner.”

But it was ruled by the court, Sharper, J., on
the bench, that “it could make no manner of
difference to the criminal, if he be convicted,
whether the statute according to which he be
convicted was made after his sentence or be-
rm."

Mr. Hartgon then demonstrated, to the per-
fect satisfaction of the majority present, that,
“as to anybody's treatment of his servants, that
was nobody's business. ‘ A merciful man was

him for the unight, Herman, as if by a sudden |

statements of a servant, whose incorruptible
| fidelity had yet suffered him to suppress his
account of the interview until too Iste, frow
sentiment of wea and mistaken tenderness for
his fellow, there was too much cause to fear

kit was very properly ordained, to operate as a

the simplest scts?.

ced their“dedz‘;?“ Guilty,” :;I sentence
pronounced, “ Five years in itentiary.”
Edward started, and chnchmﬂ?n fist, not
kno%wh&tho id, but feeling strong enough
and wi ano?h at the instant to knock down |
everybody and everything, and carry Herman
off, in s mofthemnn;nﬁnxbefwehahad -
trayed himself, Herman had canght his
in his own death-like fingars, turned upon him
& countenance as solemnly bright as
the uungl St E;Bphsmh y ln{ ‘melea almost
imploringly, wil 18 i ing to
weFl'h, “Ee{ us onl thqll:nyk hg:r muc';n‘
might have been!” In his high
young heart he felt what he did not say, * He
much worse it may be {ot, if not for me, st
for you, and for all who love me!” :
[ro #E co¥TiNUED.|

£

ng |

For the Nationsl Era,
“VIOLETS PLUCKED.”
(coxcroven.]

“Deomberl_' Why is it that
«o many rainy Susdeys? - ls ol ho g,
ple of lucus @ non that the day has inhertet.

its name? Whether is it a fact that more
rain falls on Sundays than on other days of the
week, or do we come by the impression by be-
ing more observant on the Sabbath, both be-
cause it is set apart, and ourselves less preoc-
cupied by business? I once heard a preacher
claim it as an established fact, and assert that

check upon the tendeucy in man and woman
to vain display of finery upon that day. But it
will not do for us to permit the doctrine of
special Providences to become so minutely
comprehensive. * * * Itisa great bore,
anyhow,

“1 heard Bishop W praach, this morn-
ing. He iz a great man, but a greater bigot.
He argues that the priestly office is hereditarily
sacred; his clergy have the succession; all
others are perveuts or irregulars, and, as these
have seen fit to dispense with the Levitical im-
position of hands, they are, by virtue of the ar-
gument, children of Korah. It is quite singu-
lar that the earth does not open and swallow
them up. This is all that is needed to confirm
the bishop’s dogma.”

“ December 19th—* * * Awaywith these
sad reflections ; they have no pertinence in my
case. I am dealing with the 1T 13, and,

** Ooe erowded hour of glorious life

Is worth an age without & name.’
Teunyson's * fifty years of Europe ' compressed
into & week. I live a rounded life of hopes and
joys, alife of rosy dream, which some art-magic
has bidden become real; like a sun-picture,
caught at the culmiunation of its evanesceut
beauty, aud made permanent. Oh, let us hope
that these be not fading dolphin-hues, but the
eternal brilliance of gold snd of lapis lazuli!™

“ December 22d.—Too much joy! It dis-
turbs my equanimity—flings me out of my cir-
My soul lives & poew, and my body ean-
Nimporte. It is all to-day,
and, to-day is enough. When we are at the
centre, we no longer aspire. * * % [ think
she beging to know me, and is awakening to
what 1 am. The next step is a consciousness
of what I need, and then the sense of a
gimilar need on her part. Clic, clae, petit pos-
titlon'! allons, vites ! wite 1" o

“ December 25th.-—Cristmas day : "

“4 Lo! now is come our joy ful'st feust !
Let every mao be jolly,’

says George Withers ; and if any should ask the
reason why, I can answer him from parson
Harrick's Hesperides :

“ Toe darling of the world has come,

And fitit is we find & roome

cle.
not keep pace.

| that he had to incite the miserable but coward

ly fugitive to compass his design through con- |

flagration and murder. It was to be regretted,
that while our law—Ifrom a kind consideration

| for the natural feglings of slaves, analogous to |

that which excuses wives from giving testimony
against their husbands—refuses to receive their
| testimony against their masters, it did not con-
| sent to receive their testimony on behalf of
| their masters. It was to be hoped that our
code might be pérfected by an amendment in
this regard. But in the mean while, after all—

great as his baseness; or dropped a few insid-
ious hints as covert as his crime; or only, in a
silence deep as his perfidy and dark as his
doow, had, with sinister glances riveted askance,
malignly pointed to the fell north star—
what mattered it how he did the deed, so that
the deed was done? If for any reason, what
soever, conclusive to their own minds, the jury
were satisfied that he was guilty, they wonld of
course find accordingly, unbiassed by any of
| the artful sophisms of the opposing counsel.
Routine and technieality were innocuous in
their place;: but they must never be suffered to
interfere with the execution of justice, or we
would bave auar¢hy at once.”

Mr. Broadstone arose from his seat, like a
roasted chestuut from o hot stove, in & patriotic
passion, and desired to know * whether loyalty
| to the Union, and good fellowship, aud hospi-
| tality between the States, were flown, if a
countryman and a stranger couldn't travel
among us; and ask a gentleman to sell him a
sluve that he had a fancy for, for any private
reason, and offer to pay a good round price for
him, too, fuirly and honestly, as a gentleman
should, and then go to look at him by his mas-
ter's permission, and perhn[:s even speak a kind
word to the poor, smarting, beaten wretch, in his
iron collar—though, as to that, there wasn't a

numbra of legal evidence of the prisoner's

aving done so—and then go about his busi-
ness in & quiet, gentlemanly way, without being
exposed to all sorts of ignominy, to being taken
up and sentenced without law to nobody kuew
what, and all on the circumstantial evidence of
an abused servant's running away between two
floggings, and the word of a sooty black liar of
of driver, who had to make up some sort of an
acceptable story in order to get his ‘ venerable
master’ not to crucify him for not keeping a
better look-out,”
St. Dominique took a pinch of snuff, with
rent relish.

r. Hartgon rejoined, amid much applause
and merriment, that, “as to inter-State rela-
tions, if the slave States lost a nigger, and the
free States an Abolitionist, ‘ held to labor and
service,” he reckoned the loss and gain of both
would be about mutual;” and that, “as to
domestie discipline,

t Fulks that Hve in houses of glairss,

Hetter not throw siones at they who pairss.’
His opponent was| pogulariy.reported to have a
crazy yellow girl in his mndapce. He would
just like to propound the en-quiry, what caused

r hallucination?”

ap

Broadstone writhed, and the piration
started on his farrowed forehead ; but he made
uo answer. The crowd hnﬁohed n, and so
did the judge. in duty boun

owever, he
impartially reprimanded all parties, and then
charged the jury, who went ont.

Almost immediately, with only so much de-
lay as was required tw inform the mind of the
unprejudiced twelflh, who was doubtful—having
just come over the border from a little pablic

usiness in Kansas, and having been sleeping
off the fatigues of His journey during the greater
part of the tripl—they returned, and announ-

* Qaery : did the learned coun-el mean that the Book
referred to was ope Which we did none of ue, then and
there, peruse ino férguently, or * which we [more literal-
5] rouldd not,” mos of @s, irom the fact of our never hav-
ing learned how ! mp Intter interpretation would seem

the

tihe ponfirmed by pl owing staustics—lam sorry that
1 have not st them fuller—of
the comparaiive ¢
our free Sinceés:
hahitants who

necteat, | to 500;
110 13; North C

| whether the criminal had indeed poured his | . :
evil suggestions forth in a full free flood, as | there was room for enjoyment, but ‘my heart

and | with a white stone in the vase

To welcome him. The uoblest part

Of all the vouse, here is the heart.?
I was present at a very delightful family reun-
ion to-day, with a grand old Christmas dinner,
whereat * capuf apri deferebant,’ after the gen-
il old Euglish wore majornm. How pleasant
these family meetings are, and how, when the
good fare has smoothed the crumples and
wrinkles out of our souls, we find a thousand
good traits in every one that we did not guess
of erst. Ah, there is a wondrous healing vir-
tue hidden aneath the erisp brown of a Christ-
mas turkey ! we had plenty of merry chat, and

was ovar the borders,” and my thoughts roamed
widely in quest of it. Mea enlpa! 1 have given
this love too much power over me, and it is like
w colt who feels the reins slacken, and the traces
hecoma looge."”

“ Degember 20th.—' S¢ non casfe, caute fa-
men —heware!”

Al entry very brief, my friend, but not the
less temibly significant. [ have never heed a
hard drinker, nor was I ever fond of * frolick-
ing,” so called, but I had never practiced total
abstinence, and would oceasionslly find much
merit in a glass or two with a friend. The
season, my own exuberance of soul, and the
chance encountering of some friends, brought
about the occasion for the above penitent ad-
mission. [ cannot describe to you how much
I hated to be drinking with those fellows, when
my thoughts were all of Joscian, pure, inno-
cent Joscian, whom [ wished to deserve, as
‘well as to win. Hence, perhaps, I drank the
deeper, in order to haningethe fair image. 1
could not not take wy saint into the bar-room
with me. Ah, God! had these thonghts but
prevailed! But there was no restraint upon
me, no oue to take account of my goings out
and my comings in, no one to whom 1 owed
the dufy of circumspectness ; and, for a young
man so full of the joy of youth and the juice
of life, the temptation was very strong indeed.
So, I condemn less than I deplore.

* January lst of the new year, and T am able
to write myself down supremely happy. For,
this morning, definut of the bitter mtiﬂ, d
of the iced awd perilous pavements, | paid Mis
J. E. the visit required by courtesy, bu
more imperatively demanded by the e

of my own heart. Ergo, reddimus laudes i
0 Sagittipotens ! lrgad yuite a fall in
lane, bruising my shoulder. But there was

salve for my hurts, for my princess is a enn-
ninger leech than was even Tristan’s fair Ysealt.
Calls were few and far between, and I had the
field comparatively to myself. What then? It
was more than a formal call more than a mere
ceremonial visit, in which to pass compliments
and sip a qlus of wine. What spirit there is
in this little Joscian, spirit I never guessed
before ; and then, what & rare starlight gleams
in ber smile! And I know that it will come to
a8 | dream—the thought 1 have ht to
wspire is struggling into birth in her soul, and
already she is beginning, like Gretchen, to
pluck singly the leaves from the flower, and
murmur the simple rhyme, No need to make
the trial, Joscian, for I love thee, I love thee!

Let the muezzin proclaim it from his mi
so that the words may reach her ears, and fil
her with faith to answer as I wish! * * *
As she handed me & glass of wine, with the
preitiest injunction about drinking her health,
our fingers chanced to touch, l:felm touch
when the breeze stirs them, and I know she felt
of the same thrill that made my soul musical,

she bluhedisnd would mot meet myaio;
And here, before me now, is the present
promised me, the work of her fair hands. I
thought she u it but in jest; yet here
it is, palpable before me. my mistress !
thou must then have thought of me often, for

here is the lu
not have accomplished it, without oceasionally

dwelling upon fts intended possessor. My
jewel! my {of price!
“ Oh, let y be to me ever
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| Benedict ﬁnda. Beatrice, he is then no longer

1 ointily—-l am chosen o insu
wi

fthat | wrote ' 1 never told her of my having pab-

| fever from my wound had left me, and I was

uldst | the r

Benedict.”
Ja 2d.—~Fun and frolic, no pen to pa-
g, 1};-:]' nenzmd. H:venn I? Foris it not
roival, and was there ever so joyous a
nu“n}ua} as H',L SR il
anuary 4th.—I am become a very colt in
thogghu, but 1 do not guffer my face to bear
witficss to the wild joyance of my inner life.
That is far too sacred to be paraded. Mr.
T——'s long-expected caurse of lectures are at
last announced, and Joscian Estwere is to at-
tend them with me. Oh, author, thou hast given
ht to many, but where is oune that will
thee as 1 do? Moreover—joys come not
n rate her album
my delicatest verses, which, she compli-
meuts me by saying, she Las read, and likes. 1
am glad to see how well our tastes agree, (con-
summate impudence, that!) but how kuew she

hed anything. Ab, how soft and

m is her litle hand, as it rests in mine at
And her cheeks were made for kiss-

Ring !

g imr long shall 1 have to deny mysell?
af . es sad «oF snerd,
ertifen haben ! What hdve the ¢ Old Comedy '
or German paradigms to do with my life's pres-
ent glow! Oh for Jove's golden shower, that I
might lavish it upon my love! Why not? An-
toinette wore %u den powder in her hair, and
here i8 a queenlier than Autoinette.”

“January Tth—Ach Gott! If it continues
much longer, I shall begin to #hink poetry, and
to speak @ limprovisateur.  The snow has fullen
heavily, the roads and lanes are crisp and white,
and the keen air, the clear blue Eeu.veu. and
the lusty Boreas, fill one full of joy and gladuess.
Ogar tund of joy I Liave, inexhaustible, peren-
nial !

“ For she is mine! Her soul goes forth to
meet mine, and they commune together under-
standingly. This 4} know, though we have
spoken no word of it. Else why so exults my
soul, a3 did Jacob's of old, when, going down
to Egypt, he fell upon his son's neck, and kissed
him? She is mine, she i3 mine, and who knows
her worth so well as I do? Oh, dear Heaven,
how have I deserved all your so many smiles!

" This afternoon, 1 bad Joseian go sleighing
with me. Wrapped in multiple robes, she nes-
tled into her seat in the daiuty cutter by my
side, her hand upon my arm—so close w me
that I could feel her heart jump when the
horses started with a bound, and dashed along
the glitteriug road. Oh, how glorious it was
My soul was more musieal than the bells, my
heart throbbed, and my thoughts fled faster than
the rapid-moving horses. She seemed mine,
s0 close to me was she, 80 merry, so laughing,
so trastful. That confidence touched me more
nearly thano all else, for I knew that we only
trust those whom we love. As we drove on, the
horses became frightened at something in the
road, and began to prance and curvet; ﬁ'nen her
arm crept in upon mine, and closely clasped
it; so, 1 thought, Juliet at the window would
bave detained her Romeo, clusping him about
the neck.

“*Do not be alarmed,’ said I, ¢ there is vo
danger.

“11 am not afraid now,' she murmured, with
unconscious emphasis.’

“When the horses were finally quieted, 1
silently took one of those little hands in mine,
under the robe, without looking at her, and
there it rested content, like a dove in her nest
We said nothing—it was not the place, nor was
there any need to speak then. Each of us, per-
haps, breathed heavier then, in our silence.
After a while, I turned the horses, and drove
homeward, happy beyvond utterance. As I
helped her from the sleigh, and held her hand
/in mine a moment in the doorway, we looked
into each other's eyes, and she did not now
Lshrink from my gaze, but apswered the ques
tion: ‘Yes, said her eves. Yes, oh my soul |
Then I kissed the hand in mine, felt it gently
return the pressure of mine, and, bowing, went
off—happy, happy, b:p].:_vl 1

“To-morrow ! ®  #* *

Bo, 50, 50,

what I have just copied for you, the last page
of my joumnl. The last page, and the last en-
try in it, save, under date of February 26th, a
single line: “ The faull was mine—mine be

FIER,CORRES

MAY 5, 1859.

My dear friend, there are tear-stains upon |

vile “ kens " and dance-houses ; oh, my friend,
it was hard, very hard indeed !

Excepting that letter, I made no efiort to de-
fend myself. I did not dare write again, I did
not dare seck an interview with Miss Estmere.
‘Ol had I but dared ! but the blow was too
prostra it robbed me at once of mental
energy and moral courage. I could not ven-
tere to bring my so loathed self into the pres-
ence of her I idolized. To crown all, the very
first ds{nlhut 1 ventured out, and, pale, haggard,
feeble_, ning on a friend’s arm, d my
tottering limbs along in search of the fresh air
for which I languished, T met Joscian Estmere,
and she passed me without the faintest sign of
recoguition.  Undoubtedly, then, it was all
over. The vase whose precious contents had
once touched my lips was now irrevocably
dashed to pieces, and its nectar spilled, What
more then was to do? 1 had sacrificed my
last kid upon the altar, but the deity deigned
me no rewarding oracle. Dumhb ‘were the
*“ voices prophetic,” save with an eternally it
erated lasciale ogni speranza. After that | was
msd,kt‘:r, ns my friends v::‘? pleased to call it,
“reckiessy 1 gave up to dissipation.
kmnl was ra d!y“g#]’g!m the doga," as the
p!ame is, when my denrest friend—God bless
him |—came to the reacue, and spared me that
base exit.

He mude me accompany him to Europe, and
encouraged me to endeavor, by study and trav-
el, to purchase forgetfulness. But there was no
Lethe water for me to quafl. We may forget
our griefs, we mn‘i outgrow our loves, but we
cannot extirpate the strumous taint of shame.
I was a careful enough observer, and T studied
faithfully. Outwardly the promise was fair
enough, but in my veins, hot and piercing, like
thestab of the cholera-fiend, hissed the Dragon's
blood I had drunken. The end of that state,
T knew well enough, was inevitable mad-
ness, and though I might repeatedly beat it off,
fighting manfully enough against it, 1 was
sadly sensible that it would eventually conquer,
for I could feel its gradual but sure approach,
hear its footfalls drawiug nearer, aa the con-
demned prisoner, deep down in his cold dun-
goon, catches the echoing sound of the execu-
tioner's steps, the harsh clang of the axe against
the walls, and the rustling of the priest's robe,
COming nearer, nearer, nearer.

I bave to thauk Joscisn Estmere that the
bitter shaft thus sharpened and aimed was not
finally launched. You remember that passage
in Miss Broute's novel, where Jane Eyre is rep-
resented as going out into the might, and then
and there hearing Rochester summoning her
to his side, and how she obeys it, with a re-
ligious fuith in the reality of this summons, as
not & subjective impression, but an objective
fsct? There is more in that than fancy, more
than a mere spark of imagination struck off in
the fever of composition,  Call it what you will,
demoniacal, or spiritual, or sympathetic: it is
true, deeply and solemnly true, and 1 believe
the day is uot very far distant when such things
will be demonstrably true.

1 wasin Southern Tyrol; it was the sunny side
of the mountains, and down below me there was
Italy. Already the grapes grew on great trellised
vines, as if the rich, ripe sun lent them so much
of his exuberant strength, that they did not
need to be pruned. It was high noon. I had
walked since early morning, and now I needed
rest. I seated mysell by 5Je roadside, a foun-
tain at my elbow, murmuring, a8 Ramler has
made it, about “ doing good in silence.” The
breeze, hinting of vineyards and olive groves,
came up from the valleys| across the way was s
tall image of Madonua, tixed in a llicgs. and
with flowers at her feet, and above these God's
blue sky. 8o I rested, while first a stout -
aut came along, bowed to the image, spoke to
me kindly, and went on. And all the time the
bees were humming about me, among the blos-
soms that hung over my head. Then cwmie &
duiuty little Tyrolienne, with the brightest rosy
cheeks, and many-plaited black hair done up in
ribbons, She bent a knee before the shrine,
| made me a shy courtesy, and passed on down
into the valley, chirraping just such a heart-
stirring song as Pippa sings beneath the sculp-
tor's window in Robert Browning's drama:

“Give her but axeuse to love you."
Then, as 1 sat there, suffering my expectant

the punishment!" Ay, the fault was mine, and
the punishment has been mine, heavily, heavily
mine ; death had not fallen near so in;ntﬂ-rul)ly
heavy, I think.

That to-morrow, with its so blissful promises,
BEVEr Ccame—or, rather, it came, but its prom-
1588 Were

“lake Dead sex fruits that wemipt the eye,
But wurn 10 astes on the hps"

That morrow was the day appointed for the
opening lectare of Mr. T ‘s conrse. 1bad en-
aged to call for Joscian at an eurly hour, for &
arge audience was expeeted. Going into one
of the hotels that day, about noon, in search of
& friend, I was seized upon by a dozen of my
old college scquaintanees, who, being on their
way to restme the duties of the session, were
of course ripe for & frolic. They would take no
excuge, they were strangers in the city, eould
not find any place, and | must go with them.
I was under obligations to muny of them for

cavalier treatment to give them the go-by; so,
u.u:umli{ i
joined the party. Billiards and Bourbon whisky
were plentifully indulgad in until dinner time,
and then I had w0 dine with them, and make
pretence of drinking my share of the bad cham-
pague ordered,

After dinner, they were all more or leas in-
toxicated, and insisted pn baving me with them
still, promising to release me in time to keep
my engagement. Blind fool! The miserable
affair came to anend. Dne of the party, deunk,
becamé quarrelsome, got into s dispute with a
rowdy, and & general fracas ensued. T did what
[ could to restore gqniet and protect my friends,
but hot blood and hotter whisky brought about
the usual catastrophe. Glnsses and bottles
were thrown, weapons drawn and used, and a
ball reached me, peneteated my hip, and | fell
on the floor, fainting and bleeding, with a
wound that every one thought mortal |

So it endéd. I would have been far better
satisfied, bad that ball pronounced Sic Transit
for me, as it did for my hopes, but it was not to
be; and s0 I sit here, the sepulchre of fairest
and brightest promises, self“inscribed : Fixr,

d

When, nearly two months afterwards, the

ain myself, though nearly mad with the agony
ﬁahame, my first cave was to address a letter
of apology and explanation to Miss Estmere.
There was no answer. You cun guess my feel-
ngs, dear sir. The whole of the disgraceful
nﬂsnir had been reported in the newspapers, set
forth with prurient minguteness inall its Elnring
enormity, and not one of those men had had the
courage or the manliness to explain my true rela-
tions with the occurrenca. They might have fuiled
through thoughtlessness, or fright, or selfish-
ness, why it was I know not, but they did fuil
to set me right, and I, as the only one known
to our citizens, and the chief sufferer, had to

stand in the pillory of public opinion, as the
inciter of and ringleader in & pot-house brawl!
Personally I could offer no explanations, for 1

was raving in the delirinm of wound-fever, and
my friends did not not (venture to explain, lest
by mi ntation they should make the mat-
ter worse. This I learned now when conseious-
ness came back, and, heartsick, I could well
u why my passionate letter was not
answered. She had read these things—she who,
so pure herself, must have fancied me like her,
must have conceived me as moving in a similar
sphere—she had read these accounts, and, 1

was judged. L ,

A" morbid sensitiveness has always been my
chief moral weakness. Nothing so depresses
me, cows me, takes away from me all spirit and
energy, as the idea of having offended against

of decorum. T have always, unfortu.
in my connection with society, reganled

o gl piness, set
apart fi contact with its igno

mhm::ﬂénmdaud. wmsth-cmmum
roses, and dripping with new winel And be

merciful 0 his beast, as we learned from a

Bovk which we could none of us peruse too
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kindnesses shown, and it would seem rather |

resolving to be careful, 1 reluctantly |

thoughts to wander towards the fair land 1 wuy
entering, for the lirst Lime, not thinking of her—
| then, 1 say, Joscinn BEstmere called me. You
| have Lieard the clear note of the plover, quiver-

ing sfar off, yet seeming near you, as he bewails
| the lost sun on an April evening ; that note go
| shrill, so plaintive, and waking in your breast
such a sense ol sddnegs and of yearning? So
the voice of Joscian Estmere came to my ears,
calling me. I pretend not to have distinguished
words ; it was but a tone, but it was meant for
me; it implied a summons, and siguified she
had imperative need of me. 8o it was: I can-
not explain it; reason but confutes me—so it
was, and 1 had faith. I did not hesitate. Pluck-
ing one [talian flower from Madonna's vase, I
thrust it into my notg-book, and then, half in
awe, half in joy, I turned my back upon the
sunny land, n{ve_\'iug the summons.

In less than a month I was by the side of
| Joscian Estmere—in-my place.

“] knew you would cowme,"” said she, with a
quiet smile of content; then, aa she held my
hand in bers, she gaz&j in my face & moment,
| aud murioured : “How well you look—so brown,
and stout, and man-hike,”

No wonder the contrast struck her, for her
hand was but a feather-touch now, thin and
diaphanous. Seeing bow sadly [ §ar.ed at it,
she smiled, ag she Huimml to the dry flush on
each cheek, and said :

“If 1 am an invalid, I bave not lost all my
color yet.”

Then, as she let her hand drop again upon
mine, she suid :

“1 am sorry that you did not come sooner,
Ned."

“Oh, Joscinu!" And oo my knees bofore
her, like a sinner, whase stiff joints have the
first time beut in agony and supplication, I
poured out to her all my love, my shame, my
madness, my despair. She listened quietly,
letting drop that hand upon my head, with a
geutly measured movement, as it she kept time
to some heaven's music, audible only to her
spiritualized senses ; and then, when 1 had fin-
ished, aud still bent before her, her arm crept
softly about my neck, drew me to her breast
softly, and she murmured :

“T know, Ned, I know. I have been dream-
ing it all out since 1 bave been unwell, jost as
you have told me; that is why I so hmfad to
see you ; and oh, my darling, that is why I wish-
ed you had come sooner; for then, Ned, I do
not think I would have become so thin and
weak.”

Thin and weakl Oh, had that bullet Leen
Lut better aimed! Would no victim do but
this? So blind! Why had I not guessed this?
The letter had not reached her, she did not see
me on the street, well-meaning friends of hers
and my own blind folly had done the rest. Oh
thou Borrow-Crowned, why had I not thought of
this? Why could I not guess that this little
tender flower had wrapped itself around me
forever, so that when 1 rudely and madly tore
myself away, I had plucked it up by the roots 7
And now not too late, oh no, not too late,
for Mercy's sake, not too late! Grant a respite,
oh Christ !

* Do not grieve, Ned,"” said Joscian, “do not
grieve. [t seems a great lJ.vil.y but it is all for
the best. And may be 'ilﬁalwell again.
I ought to get well again now, Ned, for I am s

time. Now spring is come, the bird will si

more menilygpt.rl:nn ever, though its notes nvl:ﬁ
be a little weak and piping, but not the less
merry. Oh no, now you are , I am never
going to feel sad any more. Never any more.”
Soitwas. Of whatavail was philoso-
phy now, my friend? What Optimism would
upply iu this cnse?  Which of the Thirty-Nine
Articles will you physic the murderer with, to
bring away his bile, and teach him to chant
eonhntedl’ “ Alldh Akbar—it is ordained 7"
Kismet is impoteut when the you.
A-telll.‘ll?to cure the hot cancer with simple
cerate. They fold me that it was inevitable—
the disease was hereditary—all her family had

less intrinsic deed than “ what e
say about it” On dif has been my hannting

my unalnbleﬁdhomu&ul:a.mﬁ non
caste, caute {amen, and to thin at this
rule of my life shonld have so signally failed
st this moment when so much depended;
to think of myself thus branded in public as a

rioter, & bully, and the frequenter of

gone in the same manner—I must not grieve—
the strange ways of Providence—prate! I

——— e
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little bird, you know, and you are my spring- |J
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knew better, if they did not; for there is a
wer in love that can frighten off disease. 1i
ove can kill, 50 it can protect. I koew this,
and I cursed myself for the knowledge; since
now it ‘was too late, and mine the fault. Oh
how dark! a
_But I put this all away, for my bird must
sing. I lived only in the present, and the bird
warbled sweotly. Perhaps the world will end
soon. So I have to-day and her, what concern
have I with to-morrow? World-plans had
failed, but to-day i8 a nest, my love; let the
breezes swing it for us; sing thou, and [ will
rejoice ; sing thou, and, when tired of singing,
kiss me, sweet, kiss me. Now we live,
_Thus, while it lasted, I think I made my Jos-
cian happy. Her spirit clung to life foudly—

theu [ was life, and she loved me. IHer spirit
of song grew daily, and as the frame of her
weakenod, so her soul waxed strong and ex-
ulted. '

So it went on from day to day, until at last
she had to say: ' i

“ I too must think of death.”

Fgel

ble to do.

_ “Life is good enough,” she would say, “ but
since 1 must not have it, the high promise is
better."

And thus, kissing m
the rose from heri{ms
croas, and died.

e, she gently removed
om, put in its stead the

J Such, dear friend, with the associated hopes,
oys, impulses, and aspirations, was my loss,
n my blind folly and madness, 1 swept oo

rudely my hand athwart the lute, aud the sweet-

est chord of all snapt asunder., My loss, 1 call
it, in full consciousness of how profonndly

Lu.'imu. and I grieve over it as a thing irrepara-

€.

““For ymleu pluckt, the swoetest showers
Will ne'er make grow ngain.”

Fiom the Natonal Anti-Slavery Standard.
THE LATE ARNOLD BUFFUM.

This venorable man, known through his
whole career as s philanthropist, has at last,
in & good old age, descended to the grave, He
died at Eagleswood, Perth Amboy, N. J., March
13th, after u short but severe illness, in his 78th
year. His manly form has gone there, but Aeis
not in the tomb. He still lives, and will ever live.
Mortality has put on immortality. What was
excellent in him survives, and will be precious
as an inheritance to his children and children's
children, and as a legacy to the world.

He was born in the year 1782, at Smithfield,
Rhode Island. His father, William Buffum,
was an Abolitionist of the old schoal, the
school of Benezet, Hopkins, Franklin, Jay,
Brown, &e. His house, at that early day, was
a refuge of fugitive slaves. He had twelve
children, and could say, what few wen have
ever been able truly to say, the whole twelve
were all Anti-Slavery in sentiment and practice.
They had an Anti-Slavery birthright. One
only survives of this large Anti-Slavery family,

Arnold Buffum married Rebeccea Gould,
daughter of John Gould, of Middletown, R. I,
It proved a happy union, and continued over
ﬁl\g years. His worthy partner survives him,
and resides with affectionate children.

About the year 1825, Mr. Buffum visited
England, where he became acquainted with
several persons distinguished for their philan.
thropy.  Among them was Elizabeth Fry,
whom he I'requuulrlqy accompanied on her be-
nevolent visita to Newgate prison. He often
described this noble woman, as she appenrsd
among the prisoners, reading the Scriptures to
them in her inimitable way, praying with them,
zpenkingd to I.th words of instruction and

ope. and manifesting a deep interest in their
bnm:h' He also ﬁ.-r:ged a frl])endship with Da-
vid Holt, called the * Father of Manchester,”
They were kindred spirits, and their friendship,
cemented by sympathy and correspondence,
continued until the death of Mr. Holt.

came acquainted with Amelia Opie, of Eng-
land, who was there on a visit. They associ-
aled with a little band of “ Friends,” who were
living there for a short period. Mr. Buffum
and Mrs. Opie were appointed by this band to
attend to the wants of several poor people who
looked to them for help. A plessant friend-
ship grew up between those kindred spirits.
Once a week they met at the house of La
fayette, and talked of human rights with this
world-renowned gon of Liberty, and the true-
hearted friends who gathered around him at
his hospitable mansion.

In England, Mr. Buffum eagerly inguired
into plans for the better condition af society,
and among the objects that engaged his atten-
tion wis Infant Schoois. On returning to his
vative country, he brought with him the appa-
ratus used in their schools, aud tricd the ex-
perimeut of the first Infant School in the United
States, at Fall River, Massachusetts, where over
a hundred little children wefe taught.  The ex-
periment was o satisfisctory to the people, that
they ndded san Infant departinent to the Public
Schools. The good results, and the evils pre-
vented, can only be known to Him who seeth
the end from the beginuing.

Mr, Buffumn was one of the twelve individuals
who nsw('immi to commence the great work
that is now agitating the whole nation. On
the 30th January, 1532, they furmed the New
England Auti-Slavery Socicty, in Boston. Mr.
Buffum was the first Presiaent, and the first
lecturer sent forth Ly the New England Society.
He lectured also in opposition to the Coloniza
tion Society. He was a member of the Cou-
vention that assembled in Pliladelphia, Decem-
ber 4th, 1833, to form the American Auti-Sla
very Society, and, a2 he had opportunity, he
attended Conventions for the formution of State
and ather Societies on behalf of the down-trad
den and oppressed, After the formation of
the Americanand Foreign Anti-Slavery Society,
he acted as & member of the Executive Com-
mittee several years. With his tongne aud pen,
he advocated the cause of the slave and the free
people of color with & bolduess and persever-
ance worthy of all praise. His intimate friends
koew his remarkable patience under provoca-
tion, and the sensibility of his great lovin
heart when friends of long standing tnrneg
coldly from him, because ge despised caste,
and was the out-spoken and fearless champion
of the opﬁmued. This coldness, although it
wounded him, could not changa hia sentiments
or his conduct, or make him swerve a hair's
breadth from the line of fidelity to the cause of
Freedom.

In June, 1843, Mr. Buffum attended the
Geuneral Anti-Slavery Convention held in Lon-
dom, and took an active part in the proceed.

Ings.

ﬂr. Buffum had 8 manly form, a stentorian
voice, a cheerful l-emger a youthful gait, an
appearance of robust eaith, a habit of looking
at the bright side of things, and a step, manner,
and appearance, that seemed to say, “ I'm de-
termined to be a young man as long as ever I
can.” Within a few weeks of his departure,
the writer of this had an interview with him in
this city, when, in answer to inquiries, Mr.
Buffum said, “1 foel perfectly well; they take
me for a man ten years younger than I amw ; [
feel the same imer:lt in ?ﬂi'airs that I ever did,
and have a of immortality through
our Lord lnmﬁo?:?.l esus Christ,” ’;Iis mngn-
uer, at this time, was unusnally tender and af-
fectionate, while he spoke of friends and coad-
jutors, some of whom had passed into the spir-
itual world, while others survived and were
still in the harness.
Mr. Buffum’s buoyaney did not srise merely
from animal spirits, natural cheerfulness, and
constant hopefuluess, for he had religious faith
that sustained him, and gave warmth and

steadiness to his spirits. He believed and con-
fided in the promises of God. This faith car

ried him through all the trials and persecutions
:n;;hieh bhe was m;_h and over nllﬂlhe hdizrk

ston Enou of his pilgrimage. He a
full b;hc* the bmthertuoodofmu and in the
Fatherhood of God. He believed that the Al
:LB:P’ as he had promised, wounld break the

the oppressor, and let the oppressed
fres. This Gelief saimated him in kis long:

continued labors in hehalf of his fellow-men,

“beauty is its own excuse for being "—and |

" x;;,; th:s need, she took thg thought|n kin
pcﬁ:a'mr and calmly 1o ner busom, as shewas | -
well a 4

In Paris, where he resided for a tiwe, he be- |

and inspired him with unabated confidence in
God. As he walked sbout his dwelling, he
would be heard chanting—

““The Lord is my shephord,

No want shall | know "
The Lord was the strength of his life even in
times of dinarp: intment aud blighted hopes.
Mr. Buffumn bad s screne temper, and was
pever embittared against his opponents, nor did
he suffer himself to lose conhdence in his fel-
low-men.

During the last fortnight of his pilgrimage,
Mr. Boffum suffered much pain, but his miud
was vigorous to the lust. He felt that the mes-
senger of death bad called for him. Though
he had lived w0 a good cld age, he was seusibla

| that he was an old man, almost four score, and

and felt resigned to obey the diviae call. The
fourteenth chapter of John was read to him by
one of his grandsone, and he eagerly responded
to the consoling words of Him who spake as
uever man spake. Except some whispered
words of haman love, his last expressions were,
- tilr;r!' to God! Glory to Gad! Let me go to
God!” Ia the language ol Whittier, applied o
4 cflrit. ey

w5 our liiend “Fore sl € guoud old e =
A vue and bvo mnd downright Bonest man * "

His children and children’s children rise up
and call lim blessed. They will never forget
his affectionateness to them and their surviving

arent, his universal love to the human race,

is indefatignble searchings afier truth, his
trust in an overruling Providence, bis peaceful
death, and bright hope of a blessed immortality.
His surviving coadjutors in the cause of op-
pressgd humanity will recollect his untiring
zeal, his indomitable courage, his unwearied
diligence. The people of color will ever bear
in mind his manly and unflinching sdvocacy
of their rights. Aud all who know him will
never lose the impression of his straightior-
wardness in every good work to which he wes
called. T

THE PRESIDENTIAL QUESTION.

The People Have Already Spoken.
Warersury, Coxx., dpril 18, 18568,
To the Editor of the National Era :

The question of a Presidential candidate, for
the support of the Republican party in the next
canvass, would seem to be a very simple one.
The people of the free States have spoken their
minds upon the issues upon which that canvass
must be based, in a language not to be misun-
derstood. The Slavery-extending policy of the
Administration, and the party that supports it,
with the mischiefs growing out of it, and inci-
dent to it, have aroused the masses of the Froe
North to a sense of the shame imposed upon
the nation ; and & policy which will put a check
upon the extravagant demauds of the slave
power, and close the floodgate of official corrup-
tion aud prodigality, is what the people now eall
for. The masses are pretty well posted upon
the real source of the corruption which has
marked the course of the Government for the
past few years. They know well enough that
Slavery is at the bottom of it sll. They know
that that power has doune its very worst to fasten
Slavery upon all the Territories of the nations
and has only been prevented by the superior
expansive force and energy of the free labor-
ing people of the North. The people are fully
prepared to accept the issues arising from this
question and its incidents, and will not tolerate
any aitempt to disguise or smother them by
the dust of forgotten or exploded questions of
past party contlicts,

The recent eleetion bere in Duanecticai
{ seems 1o furnish ao judex of the attitude of the
| parties at the present time, and what it will be
| in the next Presidentinl election. It was, it is
believed, the most warmly-contested election
over held in the State, Y

The Republicans went

into it upou the issue, distinetly made, of uppo-
sition to the Slaverr-extension policy of the
Administration : and every atlempt on the part
of their opponeuts to divert sttention from thia
ISS1E WHS met F'."' preéssing it more [lr.mtinuul]\'
| Into view, Tho result was & most decided Re
[ publican triumph, notwithstanding eversthing
Iilﬂt iﬂl)lil' OF muoney i the hn s Ol 1“‘-.':( op
ponents conld do was done 1o prevent it, §
It s clear, then, where the muss of the feee
peaple of the North stand upen the prent ques-
tiomf  The principles which should Euide us in
the selection of u Presidential candidate are
oqually clear.  He must be &« man who can be
I'vlhi,--l upon to earry out the distinctive princi-
plea of the Republican party, aud place the af:
fairs of the General Government upon & basis
of just and wise economy, such as shall sub-

serve all the proper and legitimate euds of gov-

{ ernment, without imposing excessive or unsqual

burdens upon the people. To command the
confidence of the people, he must be n man of
known sl tried litlr'lll_\-' to the }-rmvi]-:u.s for
which the Republicans have coutended i their
recent State elections, No other will answer
at all. It would be perfectly childish to go

hegging for Southern votes by putting forward
a milk-and-waterish sort of man, whose position
nobody can be certain of. We should lose
thousands of Northern votes, nnd shouldu't ges
the Souathern ones. We shouid fail to secure
even the nominal trinmph which our success
would imply, and siuk wto the conternpt we
shonld deserve. Suoesss would very Lkplv
prove in the end equally disastrous with defeat.

Let us have a candidate in regand to whose

principles and position there cun be no shadow
of doubt, and in whose executive and adminis-
trative abilities the most implicit confidence
may be placed. We have plenty of such men

in oor ranks. Indeed, their number seams like-
Iy to cause some little embarrassment in making
a selection, [t may not be wise, at this early
day, to institute comparisons between the re-
spective merits of dilfereut possible candidates,
and 1 shall name none at this time ; yet 1 think
a candid consideration of the principles which
should guide us in the sclection of a candidate
would promote the result which the great mass
of the Republican party have in view, and
which they expect to strive for in the next
Presidential canvass.

Adhere to Principle.
Beaver Covnry, Pesy., April 23, 1859,
To the Editor of the National Era :

1 bave been a constant resdec of the Fra
from the beginning, and have ofien admired
your straightforward and steadfast adherence
to Republican principles, admist mueh opposi-
tion from their enemies and conflicting opinious
among their friends. I fully approve of your
views the present duty of the Republican party
firmly to adbere to its principles and organiza-
tiou, and not be drawn away from them by a
mere Anti-Administration party. One of the
most important principles which Republicans
will have to maintain against the so-called
Democratic party and their Dred Scott opinion
is, that under the Federal Constitution the
slaves are viewed as persons, not property.

Although I am nothing but & plain farmer?
my church relations, as well as the Slavery
queation, have for many years induced me 1o
watch closely every importaut opinion presented
on the subject of Slavery, claiming 10 be con-
stitutional. 1 think that the the Unitad States
Constitution, lat article, 2d section, 3d clause,
or, as it is jen&rﬂly called, the “three-fifths
clauge,” decides the important ‘:rim:iple named
above clearly in favor of Republicanism. Thia
clanse, in forming a basis for re ntation
and direct taxation, presents the whole popula-
tion of the United States as such a basis, exclo-
ding Indians not taxed, and leaving unrepresent-
ed two-fifths of the slaves, because of the bonds
of pe servitude imposed by the States
in which they live. To illustrate the matter &
litile, it may be asserted as a seif-evident dedue.
tion from this clause of the Constitution that,

were any of the slave States to pass an act of



